CHAPTER V

Three ducks on a pond,
The blue sky beyond,
White clouds on the wing.
What a little thing
To remember for years,
To remember with tears.

AUINGHAM.

THEY came at evening to Clifton Hall.

In the train down Charles had told her a little
about it* She had known that it was a big old
house standing in several acres and that it had
belonged to his family since the Stuarts were on
the throne. He told her that the servants there
had grown old in the service of the family, and
for the first time he mentioned Miss Neale.

"Who is she?" Doreen had asked.

She had had an idea that she and Charles
would be alone here, and somehow she did not
want a third person. She wanted him to show
her England; to take her about; to introduce her
to that new life that ehe had longed for such a
while to enter into.

Charles explained Miss Neale. She was in the
mid-forties. She had been a remote connection
of his mother's, not really a relation* She had
earned her living from tb* time that she was
very young, first as a clerk in an hotel, and later
as a manageress. She was not pretty, she was
just very ordinary, and when she had lost her
job it had been at the very time that the old
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